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The T rage die of Hamlet 

The Trumpets founds. Dumbe flow follows. 

enter a King and a jgueene, the gueene embracing him , and he her, l, e 
takes her vp, and declines his headvpon her necke , he lyes him downe m. 
pen a bancke of flown, Jhe feeing him ajleepe, leaues him : anon come in 
other man, ta\es of his crowne , kifes it , pours poyfon in the fieepers earn, 
and leaues him: the Qttecne returnes, finds the King dead, makes pajjiom't 
aSlion, the poyfner with Jome three or foure come in agaitte k feme to cm 
dole with her, the dead body is carried away, the poyfner wooes the 9tmt 
with gifts, fee feemes harfh awhile, but in the Auf accepts lone. 

Oph. What meanes this my Lord ? 

Ham. Marry this munching Mallico , it meanes mifehiefc. 

Oph. Belike this fhow imports the argument of the play. 

Ham. We (hall know by this fellow, Enter Prologue. 

The Players cannot keepe, they’le fell all. 

Oph. Will a tell vs what this (how meant ? 

Ham. I, or any fliow that you will frow him, be notyoua&am’d 
to ihow, heele hot frame to tell you what it meanes. 

Oph. You arc naught, you are naught,He mark the play. 

Prologue. For vs and for our Tragcdie, 

Hcere Hooping to your clemcncie. 

We beggeyour hearing patiently. 

Ham. Is this a Prologue, or the polie of a ring ? 

Oph , Tisbreefemy Lord. 

Ham. As womans louc. 

Enter King and flueene. 

King. F ull thirtie times bach Thebus cart gone round 
Tfcp tunes fait wafr, and Tellus orb’d theground, 

And thirtie dofcn Moones with borrowed freene 
About the world haue times twelue thirties beenc 
Since loue our harts, and Hymen did our bands 
Vnirc comutuall in moft (acred bands. 

Slate. So many iourneyes may the Sunne and Moonc 
Make vs againe count ore ere loue be doonc. 

But woe is me, you are (o fickc of late. 

So farre from cheere, and from out former Hate, 

That I diftruft you, yet though I diftruft, 

Difcomfort you my Lord it nothing muff. 
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Prince of Denmar\e. 
c oy women feare too much, euen as they loue. 

And womens feare and loue hold quantitie, 

P vthcr none, in neither ought, or in extremitie, 

Now what my Lord is proofe hath made you know, 

And as my loue is ciz’d, my ftare is fo, 

Whereloue is great, the litleft doubts are feare, 

where little feares grow great, great loue growes there, 
KM. Faith I muft leaue thee loue, and lhortly to, 

Mv operant powers their funaions leaue to do. 

And thou (halt liucin thrsfaire world behind, 

Honord, belou’d, andhaply one as kind. 

For husband fr alt thou. 

Ouec. O confound the reft, 

Such loue muft ncedes be treafon in my breft, 

In fecond husband let me be accurft. 

None wed the fccond, but who kild the ftrft. 

The inftances that fecond marriage moue 
Are bafe refpeas of thrift, but none of loue, 

A fccond time I kill my husband dead, 

When fccond husband kifres me in bed. 

King. 1 doc belieue you thinkc what now youipeake. 
But what we doc determine, oft we breake, 
Purpofeisbut the flauc to memorie, 

Of violent birth, but poore validitie. 

Which now the fruite vnripc flickson the tree, 

But fall vnfhakcn when they mellow bee. 

Mod neceflary tis that we forget 

To pay our felues what to our (clues is debt. 

What to our felues in pafsion we propofe, 

The pafsiotrepding, doth the purpofe loft. 

The violence of eyther, griefe, or ioy, 

Theirowne ennaflures with themfelues deftroy, 

Where ioy mod reucls, griefe doth moft lament, 

Ireefe ioy , ioy griefes, on (lender accedcnt, 

This world is not for aye, nor tis not ftrange, 
i Hat euen our loues frould with our fortunes change s 
For tis a queftion left vs yet to proue, 

Whether loue lead fortune, or els fortune loue. 

The great man downe, you marks his fauoutite Ayes, 
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Ham. That’s 
wormwood 
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